260                     BOTHWELL               [ACT in.

Herries.    And were none touched with danger but

herself,

This yet were pity enough for tears of blood,
So fair she is and less by place than kind
Royal, so high and so assured of spirit,
So full of all things all men love or fear,
Heart's light and fire, a soul born winged, with eyes
That mate the sun's eye and the lightning's; yea,
It were past count of pity, past men's thought,
That she should fall for love's light sake self-slain.

Melville*    There were one way to serve her that

would be
Most thankless, being thankworthiest; but none else.

Herries.    That were no way for feet that would not

walk

Red as her enemies' did, whose passage shook
With its near sound her life and fame ; such ways
Let Morton take or Maitland's weaponed wit,
Whose words are swords.

Melville.                        It may be so they will.

Herries.    Death ?

Melville.     Nay, who knows when death may come ?

Herries.                                               Why, they

Who strike the spur into his fleshless side,
Who prick him forward with their craft for goad,
Or put for sword their hatred in his hand.
They have done deeds of deadlier policy
Than make submissive show toward Bothwell here,
Then snare and slay him or put the queen in ward :
Would they do this they might be serviceable